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And in the mydft 01 all his toyle,

dyd force hym hence to wende,
And leaue a Worke vnperfyt fo,

that neuer man fhall ende.

C An Epytapke of the Death
#/" Nicolas Grimaold.

fEholde this He*
tyng world how al things fade
Howe euery thyng
doth paffe and weare awaye,
Eche Hate of lyfe,
by comon courfe and trade,
Abydes no tyme,
but hath a paffyng daye.
For looke as lyfe,
that pleafaunt Dame hath brought,
The pleafaunt yeares,
and dayes of luftynes,
So Death our Foe,
confumeth all to nought,
Enuyeng thefe,
with Darte doth vs oppreffe,
And that whiche is,
the greatefl gryfe of all,
The gredye Grype,
doth no eftate refpect,
But wher he comes,
he makes them down to fall,
Ne Hayes he at,
the hie lharpe wytted feet.
For if that wytt,
or worthy Eloquens,
Or learnyng deape,
coulde moue hym to forbeare,